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Original Poetry. 



Upril. 



And the sneers of tha world, give no hopes 
of relief, 
To the endless distractions of sorrow 
and care. 

•Tij then lovely tvoman comes forth to 
our aid, 
(The only bright ray that enlightens the 
glooui) 
The charms of her converse, our bosoms 
invade. 
And again we think only of pleasures 
to come. 

In the dark hour of sickness when terrors 
appear. 
When the pangs of affliction embitter 
the soul. 
And hope (to the care-worn sufferer dear) 
We cant in the joy-moving passions 
enrol. 

'Tis then, with an anxious desire to re- 
lieve. 
Dear woman approaches our grief to 
attend, 
Her anxious solicitude, bids us believe. 
That she is our truest companion and 
friend. 

Her form, her endearments, her mild 
beaming eyes. 
The world's greatest masters have held 
in controul. 
Philosophers, sages, the learn'd and the 
wise, 
Submit to the charmer as lord of the 
whole. 

May woman remain then, my solace and 

pleasure. 

And ever continue our glory and PTide ; 

Possess'd of dear womau, I have such a 

treasure, 

As nought in the world can afford me 

beside. 
His MaiesiftShip L'Argm, J.P. 

Cojie(^ Cork, Dec. 1808. 



THE SISTERS. 



A»OIEnEO TO THREE YOIIIfO LitDIES OF f—, 

SEP. 1808. 

As Cupid one day in his moments of 
pleasure. 
Was shooting bis amorous arrows each 
way. 
My joy at the moment was great beyond 
measure. 
Three arrows had pierc'd me as sighing 
Hay. 

Thepain was so gentle, the wounds so en- 
dearing. 
So happy my " bosom's lord," sat on his 
XUiane, 



That sighing, I cried as from them I was 
steering, 
" Ah Cupid ! why not give the three foi 
my own." 
The sly boy replied, that the gift I re. 
quested, 
Formerit like mine was immoderately 
great, 
Then on Mary, and Sally, and Kitty I 
rested, 
And thev must determine the sufferer's 
fate. J.P. 

Hit Majesty* s Ship U Argus, 



For the Belfast Monthly Magazine. 

SONU. 

The smooth clear stream, that soft and 

slow. 
With noiseless tenor seeks the shade. 
Gives evpry slower a warmer glow, 
A brijshter green to every glade. 
And vainly strives to be concealed. 
By freshness and perfume revealed. 

So gentle Anna glides along, 
So shuns all praise and all display ; 
And while she hears my simple song, 
Knows not whose emblem I pourtray. 

SQNG. 

When bright fhe liquid light'ningsfly. 
From the blue heaven of thine eye, 

Intranced Igaze my soul away. 
And worship the celestial ray ; 

But when's obscur'd the spark divine. 
In vapours of all connuenng wine 

I know thee mortal and no more 

With fond idolatry adore. 



TO MELESINA. 
Time was, while yet a stranger to love's 
power. 
Gaily I rov'd through beauty's bright 
parterre. 
The varied sweets of every blooming 
flower. 
Careless I sipt, nor fear'd^ the limy 
snare. 

Yet found I none, amid the banks of 
spring. 
That Melesina, might with thee com- 
pare. 
Nor e'er bad Fanoy on her wildest wing, 

Yefcrov'd in quest of loveliness so rare. 

Such not the Paphian goddess' self dis- 

play'd. 

The loves, and hours, and graces in her 

train, 

What time Anchises woa'd in Ida's shade. 

And soft Adonis gazed in amorous pais. 



